MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

people, but that he was known to be a mchawi. He added:
'They have caught the man; they will take him to the
Resident.'

'And what will happen to him?' I asked.

'Oh, nothing/ he replied with a sigh, 'they will do
nothing to him; the English always want to see every-
thing,' putting the emphasis on the word 'see.'

I said to myself that it was rather fortunate for that
were-lion that the English always want to 'see everything.*

That there exists, principally in the region of the Great
Lakes, a category or class or sect of people who habitually
indulge in satisfying a perverse inclination to feed on the
flesh of human corpses is an indisputable fact, to which
several administrators and explorers have borne testimony.
I need mention here, chosen from many others, only Sir
Harry Johnston, Mr, J. F. Cunningham, and Mr.
Dutkewich, in his contribution to Mr. Peter Macqueen's
book, In Wildest Africa. The best known are the Bachichi,
an organized secret society on the Sese Islands in Lake
Victoria, who have for many years occupied the authori-
ties. But they are by no means isolated. I am inclined to
think that in other parts of tropical Africa, where these
ghouls occur, they, too, form a fraternity among them-
selves. This is undoubtedly the case in Buanji, at the
northern end of the Livingstone Range, where they are
known as Niambuddas. These, however, according to
native report, differ from their colleagues in other countries
by the sinister detail that they kill, and then season in a
pool of water, those whom they have selected as their
victims and decoyed with all the artifices of a thug. In
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